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backwards and forwards between Parliament and the West of
England. He was a great gardener, and took intense interest in
all sorts of plants. But his special hobby was knitting ties, and
he amused himself at it in the House of Commons instead of twiddling
his thumbs. When I became Chief Whip, Richard Acland became
an assistant whip. He was always charming and courteous,
but I was never quite certain what he would say or do, and it was
agreed that his attitude was hardly consonant to an official of
the party, and he resigned. After the outbreak of the war his speeches
became more extreme in form and matter. I was pressed from
outside to turn him out of the party, but this I refused to do. Liberals
have always allowed wide latitude of speech and action among
their members, and I certainly did not intend to make him a
martyr. From time to time I had him to my room and called
attention to the character of his speeches, and he always met the
challenge by asking me if I was not satisfied he was a Liberal why
did I not turn him out of the party. My answer was that it was
up to him to search his own conscience and if he could not fit his
opinions to Liberal doctrines, to take the initiative himself and
separate from the party. I was severely criticised at the tjme,
but I was anxious not to narrow membership of the party to a
creed. If I once started turning people out because of unorthodox
principles there would be no end to it and we should cease to be
Liberal in the best and broadest sense of the word.

I have-never doubted the sincerity of Dick Acland's professed
opinions nor his actions. I am sure he surrendered his inheritance
from a deep conviction that ownership of great estates was wrong.
But in many ways Dick is extraordinarily simple and unworldly.
I don't think he has ever been up against the hard facts of life,
but lives in a never-never world of his own imagination. He has
never lacked courage and is prepared to shout his opinions from
the house-tops, however unpopular they might be. For that I
bless him, but I do wish he did not live so completely in a land of
fantasy.

The House of Commons rose for the Summer Recess in 1939
with signs of revival for the Liberal Party, but the European situation
was far from promising, though it did not look black enough to
prevent me planning a holiday abroad. The holiday problem
is always a difficult one: both my wife and I are busy people and
are always inclined to leave it to the last moment, by which time
every hotel is booked up. Some bright person had told us of an
hotel on the He de Re, near La Rochelle, and we did book rooms
there. That journey is indelibly impressed on my mind as I have
not been in France since. We motored to Dieppe and travelled
leisurely across France in our car. The weather was bad th,